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hasn't got much in the way of peas ready for to-night,
so I've told him to send in a few carrots for me; I think
they're probably better for my digestion.
MRS. WHARTON: Nonsense, George. You know how much
you like peas, and I'm not very fond of them.    I was
hoping there'd only be enough for two so that I shouldn't
have to eat any.
COLONEL WHARTON: Evelyn, where do you expect to go

when you die if you tell such stories?

MRS. WHARTON: Now, George, don't be obstinate.   You
might give in to me sometimes.  They're the first peas
out of the garden and I should like you to eat them.
COLONEL WHARTON: No, my dear, I'd like to see you eat

them. I'm an invalid, and I must have my own way.
MRS.   WHARTON: You   tyrant!    You   haven't   seen   Dr.

Macfarlane this morning? I'm so anxious.
COLONEL WHARTON: You old fusser! No sooner have you
stopped worrying over your boy than you start worrying
over me.
MRS. WHARTON: Even though you won't let me call my

soul my own, I don't want to lose you just yet.
COLONEL WHARTON: Don't be alarmed.    I shall live to
plague you for another twenty years.

[KATE comes in.

KATE: If you please, ma'am, Mrs. Poole has called.
MRS. WHARTON: Why haven't you shown her in?

KATE: She wouldn't come in, ma'am.   She said she was
passing and she just stopped to enquire how you were.

COLONEL WHARTON: Tell her to come in, Kate, What's she

making all this fuss about?
KATE: Very well, sir.

{Exit.
MRS. WHARTON: I expect she wants to hear all about John.